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E/vaning    Hanoctions. 

Once  more  'tis  evening,  and  the  darkness  deepens  ; 
Another  day  of  Hfe  has  swiftly  gone  ; 
Gone,  ah,  and  with  it  all  the  words  and  actions 
That  we  throughout  this  day  have  said  and  done. 

How  has  it  fared  with  you  this  day,  my  brother  ? 
You  who  in  City  rush  hive  toiled  away  ? 
That  one  who  came  to  you  for  help  and  guidance, 
How  did  you  answer  him — what  kind  word  say  ? 

How  has  it  fared  with  you,  O  gentle  mother  ? 

For  you,  too,  have  to  labour  every  day  ! 

How  hard  you  worked  to  make  home  bright  and 

cheerful 
For  those  returning  at  the  close  of  day  ! 

And  teacher,  thou  who  workest  in  life's  garden, 
Seeking  God's  young  and  tender  plants  to  train, 
How  oft  you  feel  so  hopeless,  so  discouraged, 
Your  labour  seems,  alas,  to  be  in  vain. 

You  feel  your  work  is  in  so  small  a  corner  ! 
Your  every  word  seems  to  unheeded  fall. 
"  Nobody  cares  "  you  say,  "  No  one  would  miss  me 
Your  Heavenly  Father  would,  He  knoweth  all. 


He  sees  the  efforts  that  have  been  put  forward, 
To  make  the  little  children's  lives  more  bright. 
He  sees  how  much  your  work  though  small,  is  needed, 
For  'tis  the  little  gleams  which  give  the  light. 

Hope  on,  O  heart,  whate'er  may  be  thy  labour, 
Be  not  discouraged,  God  is  ever  near. 
In  seeking  sad  and  lonely  hearts  to  gladden, 
The  sadness  from  thy  heart  shall  disappear. 

Then  labour  on,  though  clouds  may  sometimes  hover. 
Forget  thy  weakness  in  love's  service  ;  and 
When  task  completed,  earthly  labour  ended. 
How  sweet  His  service  in  the  heavenly  land. 


To    a    Donor    of    Cigarattas    to    tKc    Troops. 

This  little  card  will  not  hold  all. 
The  thanks  that  are  your  due. 
For  thinking  of  the  Tommies, 
But  I  for  one — thank  you. 
The  fags  were  most  acceptable. 
They  "  came" — they  soon  will  "go." 
Not  like  our  thoughts  of  Mary  D, 
Of  Montevideo  ! 


Baby 

Just  ten  weeks  old  to-day,  and  oli  how  bonny  ! 
Dear  little  baby  boy  of  whom  I  write. 
To  see  thee  in  thy  Mother's  arms  reclining, 
And  watch  thee  smile,  it  is  a  pretty  sight. 

Gazing  around  with  eyes  so  full  of  wonder, 
At  things  thou  seest,  but  canst  not  understand  ; 
Till  on  thy  Mother's  pure  fond  face  they  linger  ; 
And  then  thou  tellest  her  of  baby-land. 

Sweet  little  face,  with  features  like  thy  father's 
Dear  little  hands,  which  clasp  his  linger  tight — 
Emblem  of  what  we  are  to  God  our  Father  : 
We  hold  His  hand,  He  guides  our  steps  aright. 

Could  wealth  of  all  lands  buy  so  rich  a  treasure  ? 
Gentle,  and  tender,  but  so  weak  thou  art, 
And  yet,  what  strength  thou  hast,  for  who  can  measure 
The  strength  wherewith  thou  hold'st  thy  parents'  hearts  ! 

Thy  winning  little  ways,  thy  baby  language, 
The  soft  sweet  cooing  of  thy  little  voice  : 
Did  ever  song  express,  or  music  render 
Strains  which  like  thee  can  make  a  heart  rejoice  ? 

Loved  little  babe  !     Linking  two  hearts  yet  closer, 
How  great  a  mission  whilst  thou  art  yet  so  small. 
And  thou  hast  come,  making  a  dear  home  dearer, 
To  bless  and  be  blest  by  the  God  of  All. 


June    Tixrva 

We  wandered  hand  in  hand  together, 

Our  hearts  attune, 
Across  the  field  in  perfect  weather  ; 

For  it  was  June. 

We  sought  a  nook  quite  cool  and  shady, 

Wherein  to  rest ; 
And  found  a  spot  so  sweet,  we  named  it 

At  once  "  Our  nest." 

The  birds  sang  sweetly  in  the  branches, 

The  sweet  wild  flowers 
Lifted  their  heads  to  Heaven's  sunshine 

And  peace  was  ours. 

Far  from  the  rush  of  City  turmoil. 

Tiredness  had  flown  ; 
And  we  enjoyed  life's  sweetest  hours 

We  yet  had  known. 

We  watched  the  sun  in  all  his  glory, 

Sink  into  rest ; 
And  hearts  drew  near  to  one  another, 

Our  hands  we  pressed. 

A  sacred  presence  hovered  o'er  us. 

No  word  was  spoke  : 
But  a  sweet,  siient  understanding  ; 

For  Love  awoke. 


Since  then,  no  summertime  has  found  us 

Within  our  nest  ; 
Love  still  IS  waiting  for  God's  June  time, 

Who  knoweth  best. 

But  oftentimes  in  memory's  vision, 

In  our  dear  nest, 
I  watch  the  sun,  with  thee  beside  me. 

Sink  into  rest. 

And  well  I  know  across  the  distance 

Our  Spirits  meet. 
And  hold  that  silent,  sweet  communion, 

Of  love  complete. 

But  in  that  Lund  where  nought  can  sever  ; 

Our  Souls  attune 
We'll  wander  in  God's  fields  together — 

Eternal  June. 


WitK    Plovvrare    from    My    Garofon 

If  thou  art  weary,  sad  and  worn 

By  cares  that  thou  hast  lately  borne  ; 

If  thou  would'st  have  thy  fainting  heart  forget 

For  a  brief  while  the  cares  that  hard  beset, 

Look  at  these  lovely  flowers,  and  see 

The  message  that  they  bring  to  thee. 

'Tis  written  clearly  on  their  face, 
In  words  of  gentleness  and  grace. 
Then,  as  I  listen  to  the  message  sent, 
A  feeling  of  sweet  peace  and  calm  content 
Steals  o'er  my  fainting  heart,  and  calms 
Its  aching  with  their  healing  balms. 

"  My  child,"  I  hear,  "  I  knew  that  thou 
Would'st  often  lonely  be,  and  so 
I  sent  these  flowers  ;  this  simple  gift  of  mine 
Is  but  an  emblem  of  My  Love  Divine. 
Take  then  thy  Father's  gift,  and  may 
They  gladden  your  lone  heart  this  day. 

"  Thou  art  a  blossom  ;  and  these  cares 

But  train  thee  for  thy  future  years. 

And  when  into  perfection  thou  hast  grown, 

I'll  pluck  My  blossom  for  My  Heavenly  Home, 

And  when  I  lay  thee  on  My  breast, 

Then  thou  shalt  know  that  Perfect  Rest." 


L/orcf,  baKoldf  Ke  vsrKorci  TKou  lovcst  is  sick. 

No  need  is  there  for  words  with  Thee,  dear  Father  ; 
All,  all  we  now  are  bearing  Thou  dost  know, 
Thou  seest  all  the  sorrow  and  heart  anguish. 
For  Thou  hast  willed  to  lay  our  darling  low. 

Speak  to  us.  Lord.     One  little  word  of  comfort 
Full  of  Thy  love — whispered  so  soft  and  low- 
By  Thee,  who  trod  this  lonely  path  before  us. 
Will  soothe  our  pain,  and  set  our  hearts  aglow. 

Give  us  more  faith  to  trust  Thy  love  unfailing, 
Be  Thou  a  "  Tower  of  Strength  "  in  this  great  need. 
Take  Thou  our  wills,  and  daily,  hourly  blend  them 
To  Thine  alone,  O  Blessed  Lord,  we  plead. 

He  may  be  e'en  too  weak  to  speak  to  Thee,  Lord, 
Oh,  in  the  silence,  none  may  hear  Thee  call, 
But  Thou  wilt  go,  and  on  his  soul,  refreshing. 
Like  soft,  sweet  dew.  Thy  loving  words  will  fall. 

Thus  Lord,  we  leave  our  dear  one  in  Thy  keeping, 
So  dear  to  us,  but  dearer  far  to  Thee. 
Thou  wilt  not  give  Thy  Child  one  hour  more  suffering 
But  what  Thou  seest  it  is  best  to  be. 

And  now  we  lay  our  treasure  at  Thy  feet,  Lord. 
Sweet  blessings  Thou  to  him  wilt  surely  send. 
And  in  Thine  own  good  time  to  us  restore  him. 
Safe  there  we  leave  him — for  Thou  know'st  the  end. 
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Our    Blossom. 

The  Master  was  wanting  another  Hower, 

To  bloom  in  His  garden  above, 

And  He  gazed  o'er  the  earth  at  His  flowers  below, 

With  a  look  of  tenderest  love. 

He  paused  as  He  came  to  our  little  bed, 

By  our  Bud  who  was  opening  sweet, 

And  smiled  as  He  said,  "  This  Floweret  to-day 

Shall  bloom  at  My  Father's  feet." 

So  He  closed  the  eyes  of  our  little  flower, 
E'er  dimmed  by  earth's  sin  and  strife, 
To  be  opened  again  in  their  freshness  full, 
In  His  Heaven's  pure  endless  life. 

And  now  we  are  watching  day  by  day, 
For  the  Master  to  come  once  more, 
And  transplant  us  in  His  garden  above. 
Where  our  bud  blooms  awhile  before. 


11 
To  Littut.  "A.  J.  H." 

{Who  since  made  the  supreme  sacrifice  at  Noreil  in 
the  breaking  of  the  Hindenbnrg  Line,  April 
nth,  1917.) 

Up  to  all  mischief,  a  heart  true  as  steel, 
A  laugh  that  rings  out  with  a  merry  peal, 
A  mouth  which  enjoys  right  hearty  a  meal 
Has  Gus. 

He,  one  of  the  Anzacs  from  Overseas  came, 
To  fight  and  protect  England's  honour  and  fame  ; 
We  take  off  our  hats  at  the  sound  of  his  name, 
Brave  Gus. 

When  he  is  home  on  leave  from  the  trenches, 
My  !  How  he  "  collars  "  the  hearts  of  the  wenches  ! 
Round  him  they  flock,  yes,  that's  true,  no  prentences- 
Oh  Gus. 

He  always  enjoys  a  piece  of  "  igh  'am  !" 
Assuming,  of  course,  that  he  cannot  get  lamb. 
But  ah — most  of  all,  Deacon's  apricot  jam 
Likes  Gus. 

So  tall  and  so  strong,  with  carriage  erect, 
What  handsomer  boy  could  you  wish,  or  expect  ? 
But  up  to  all  pranks,  he's  the  limit — you  bet 
Is  Gus. 

But  the  sad  side  of  life  he  has  tasted  as  well. 
And  many's  the  stories,  alas,  he  can  tell 
Of  that  battle-plain,  called  the  "  Place  of  hell  "— 
Ah  !  Gus. 
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As  we  sat  and  talked  in  the  fading  light, 
He  told  of  how  heroes  fought  in  the  fight, 
Of  his  narrow  escapes  (of  those  he  made  light) 
True  Gus. 

When  peace  again  reigns  and  the  war  is  o'er, 
And  he  lands  again  on  his  native  shore. 
He  will  carry  staunch  friendships  he  knew  not  before, 
Yes,  Gus. 

Now  back  to  the  front  you  must  go  once  more. 
Don't  forget  the  French  phrase  of  "  Embrasse  moi," 
A  hearty  God  speed  to  you  lad,  Au  revoir — 
Dear  Gus. 

To  H.E. 

{Who  gave  much  pleasure  to  the  Pals  in  his  Bait,  by 
7ariting  verses  for  them,  sonieliuics  to  send  home,  and 
sometimes  for  the  Soldiers^  Concerts.) 

A  heart  of  gold,  these  pages  unfold  ; 

They  breathe  of  a  strong,  brave  spirit  : 

Of  a  faith  which  could  sing 

Through  the  noise  and  (he  din. 

(Worthy  of  lasting  merit). 

The  spirits  of  comrades  were  cheered  each  day, 

As  they  trudged  along  the  weary  way  ; 

And  many  a  smile  to  a  face  was  brought, 

Though  the  limbs  were  dragging  and  overwrought. 
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And  now,  when  the  noise  of  battle  is  o'er, 

And  some  have  returned  to  their  native  shore, 

As  in  moments  still  theiir  memory  goes  back, 

To  that  "hell  of  a  place,"  that  war-stained  track. 

Full  many  a  heart  must  blest  that  one 

Who,  in  danger's  hours  could  cheer  with  fun  ; 

Composing  verses  to  make  them  glad, 

And  forget  for  a  spell  their  surroundings  sad. 

God  bless  the  boy  with  tlie  spirit  strong, 

With  the  heart  of  gold,  and  the  gift  of  song. 

To    a    Donor    ol    Socles 

We  come  out  here  to  fight  old  Fritz, 
And  give  him  nasty  shocks, 
While  friends  at  home,  apparently 
Proceed  to  give  us  socks. 

So  there  we  are  between  two  fires, 
Although  we  do  not  mind  ; 
For  while  old  Fritz  gets  nasty. 
The  others  get  quite  kind. 

Our  friends  increase  amazingly. 
Wherever  we  may  roam, 
Our  thanks  are  due  most  certainly. 
To  those  brave  hearts  at  home. 

They  keep  the  home  hres  burning. 
While  we  are  far  away, 
And  they'll  not  be  forgotten, 
When  we  come  home  to  stay. 
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TKc    MarcK 

At  morn  we  start  with  cheery  hearts, 
Our  packs  hardly  regarding, 
The  day  is  bright— and  nothing  seems 
To  be  our  way  retarding. 

The  sun  shines  bright  and  everything 
Seems  now  to  be  quite  cheery  ; 
And  no  one  seems  to  thinlc  at  all 
01  ever  being  weary. 

Towns  come  and  go,  and  still  our  feet 
Towards  our  destination 
Are  trudging  on  quite  patiently, 
As  if  for  the  duration. 

When  gradually  the  scene  seems  changed. 
We  have  a  different  feeling  ; 
The  pack  gets  heavier,  and  alas 
Our  weakness  is  reveahng. 

Still  on  we  go  with  measured  beat. 
Although  it  must  be  said. 
The  fairy  loads  we  started  with. 
Now  seem  like  lumps  of  lead. 

The  scenery  seems  duller,  and 
The  halts  seem  shorter  still. 
But  we  must  march  on  just  the  same, 
Although  we've  had  our  lill. 
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Our  cheeriness  has  grown  quite  dim, 
As  we  still  trudge  along, 
And  no  one  feels  as  though  he  now 
Could  really  raise  a  song. 

At  last,  near  breaking  point,  we  reach 
Our  resting  place — some  huts. 
And  proceed  with  more  than  pleasure 
To  satisfy  our  guts. 

But  still  our  grumbling  isn't  meant. 
Wherever  we  may  roam, 
For  with  each  march  we  still  may  think, 
"  A  day's  march  nearer  Home." 

Xfsvas    Svc,    1917 

On  the  occasion  of  our  move  from  a  nameless  Pill 
Box  to  La  Chaiidiere. 

On  Xmas  Eve  we  left  the  land 
Of  nearer  Ruin  and  Alarms, 
Our  Pill  Box,  safe,  but  just  without 
A  few  most  neccessary  charms. 

But  no  regrets  possessed  us, 
As  we  backwards  took  our  way, 
And  although  the  weather  dim  was, 
Our  thoughts  were  bright  and  gay. 

For  were  not  we  quite  lucky 
After  relieving  Frenchies, 
Missing  by  a  single  day, 
A  Christmas  in  the  trenches. 
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We  inarched  o'er  duckboards  frosty, 
I  truly  might  say  "  hurried," 
Although  the  party  I  was  with 
Was  one  not  quickly  flurried. 

'Twas  the  thought  of  getting  out  in  time 
I  can  guess  no  other  reason, 
For  keeping  up  as  best  we  could 
The  old  time  festive  season  ! 

Many  of  us  thought  that  we 

Might  help  the  clearance  of  some  vats. 

We  all  looked  forward  eagerly 

To  the  usual  Christmas  cheer,  and  "  Chats." 

The  latter  came  quite  naturally, 
But  to  our  lasting  grief. 
Our  dinner  was  a  bit  of  bread. 
And  a  lump  of  leath'ry  beef. 

This  sad  mischance,  tho,  did  not  cause 
Our  spirits  far  to  droop  ; 
For  on  the  first  night  of  relief 
We  had  some  thin,  hot  soup. 

Then,  too,  at  times,  we  have  some  rum 
Although  we  think  the  ration,  weeny  ; 
But  to-night  perhaps  we  weren't  in  luck. 
For  it  tasted  "  paraffinny." 
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anves 

Some  "  coggage  "  now  I'll  try  to  fill 
With  names  we  use  out  here, 

And  hope  you'll  not  misunderstand 
If  the  meaning  isn't  clear. 

The  "  Iron  Rations''  Fritz  gives  us 

Come  with  a  mighty  rush, 
And  if  a  house  gets  in  the  way 

Like  an  egg  shell  it  will  crush. 

"  Bougies  "  seem  not  over  clear, 
Neither  do  "  Harry  Randalls." 

Perhaps  I'd  better  tell  you  more — 
They're  ordinary  candles. 

Our  drink  is  principally  "  char,'' 

It's  made  in  many  ways. 
On  our  "  rootie  "  we  put  "  muckin  " 

While  the  ''posste"  overlays. 

"  Muckin  "  stands  for  butter, 

And  the  "  possie  "  means — just  jam. 
Though  for  an  explanation  why 

I  at  a  standstill  am. 

At  times  our  tea  is  hurried, 
In  fact  it  gets  quite  snackery. 

Which  isn't  strange,  for  in  it 
We  put  what  we  call  "  lackeryy 


18 


"  Piajees,'^  too,  sounds  awfully  nice, 

It  seems  a  certain  winner  ; 
'Tis  only  onions  which  we  use 

To  flavour  many  a  dinner. 

Perhaps  you've  heard  of  "jippo," 
No  !  Well  I  thought  you  knew. 

'Tis  the  ennervating  juice 
Which  weakeneth  our  stew. 

"  Queer  Stuff"  sounds  Rum — and  so  it  is, 

But  "  Burgoo  "  tops  the  lot. 
It's  porridge  which  we  sometimes  have  ; 

We  empty  many  a  pot. 

If  Jerry  shells  and  keeps  on  long, 

'Tis  "  wijid  up  "  we  are  tol'  ; 
And  we  slink  away  in  ''double  tiiue" 

To  any  safe  ''funk  hole." 

The  "  Sweet  Stuff"  that  we  often  have, 

Is  far  from  sweet,  alas  ; 
'Tis  but  a  substituted  name 

For  the  less-liked  Jerry's  "  gas.'' 

Of  course  a  Maison  is  a  house  ; 

But  here  its  called  a  "  hillei." 
And  often  after  many  a  march, 

We  proceed  with  joy  to  fill  it. 
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Then  ''  Pork  and  Beans"  I  s'pose  you'll  think 
YoLi'll  translate  with  perfect  ease. 

I'd  better  tell  you  right  away, 
It  stands  for  Portuguese. 

This  list  is  not  complete  by  far, 
And  the  spelling  might  be  rotten. 

But  I  thought  I'd  simply  jot  them  down, 
Before  they  were  forgotten. 

To   May    Irom   MicTc 

It's  March,  dear  May  although  the  weather 

Is  not  so  over- windy  ; 
But  Jerry's  shells  put  wind  up  us, 

And  cause  a  fearful  shindy. 

The  noise,  however,  all  the  time 

Is  luckily  above. 
And  so  it  cannot  stop  me 

From  writing  thoughts  of  Love. 

They're  all  for  you  as  well  you  know, 

You  never  should  need  telling, 
I'm  thinking  of  you  all  the  time. 

No  matter  how  he's  shelling. 

The  only  time  I  feel  regret, 

As  well  as  some  remorse. 
Is  when  I  think  I'm  far  away 

From  Worcester,  Love's  sweet  ''  Source." 
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"Fly   by    NigK-ts" 

A  starlight  sky — a  lonely  night 

When  suddenly  a  ray  of  dazzling  white 

Flashed  into  view. 
Three  blasts  upon  a  whistle  sharply  blown, 
And  then  to  all  the  camp  the  truth  is  known, 

'Tis  Jerry — nothing  new. 

A  gentle  humming,  then  a  buzzing  louder. 

A  flash,  a  big  report,  a  smelling  of  burning  powder, 

They're  all  the  signs. 
For  Jerry  "fly  by  night  "  keeps  well  above, 
Our  gunners  seldom  cultivate  his  love, 

When  o'er  our  lines. 

More  bangs  and  flashes  for  a  time 

Then  off  he  goes  to  find  a  cooler  "  climb." 

His  safety  e'er  regarding. 
Silence  again,  except  for  roaring  guns. 
And  in  his  wake  shells  burst  while  Jerry  runs, 

Departure  not  retarding. 

He  may  return,  or  feel  a  bit  more  flighty, 
And  chance  a  trip  across  to  dear  old  Blighty 

Where  loved  ones  dwell  ! 
He  may  get  there — but  if  he  does  we  hope 
The  barrage  raised  will  soon  curtail  his  scope, 

He'll  go  to  hell. 
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We  feel  relieved — he's  just  come  back  again, 
And  making  for  bis  base,  with  might  and  main. 

And  stopping  not. 
A  pity  'tis  our  searchlights  cannot  trace 
His  pathway  right  across  the  heaven's  clear  face, 

A  fearful  blot. 

He  never  comes  when  R.  F.  C.  is  near. 

He  waits  his  chances,  when  all  paths  are  clear, 

And  then  distributes  trouble. 
He'll  run  against  them  on  some  future  day, 
No  chance  he'll  find  to  turn  and  run  away. 

They'll  pay  him  double. 

Hubner    Partn 

March   2jrd.    igi8. 
In  the  bright  moonlight, 
With  twinkling  stars  as  well, 
We  wound  our  way  o'er  duckboard  track, 
In  a  healthier  place  to  dwell. 
Hubner  Farm. 

The  shells  which  seemed  to  burst  all  day 
Ceased  suddenly,  it  appeared  to  me. 
While  swiftly  wended  we  our  way, 
To  the  remnants  of  the  place  you  see, 
Has  its  charm. 

The  shells  which  did  burst  were  not  near, 
But  right  and  left. 

We  certainly  were  not  much  grieved 
At  being  left 

Near  Hubner  Farm. 
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And  once  within  the  shelter  of  its  walls 
Both  thick  and  strong, 
We  did  not  mind  the  sort  or  size  of  shells 
Which  came  along, 

They'd  do  no  harm. 

The  portals,  fearful,  dark  and  not  inviting, 
We  gladly  entered  : 
And  thanks  to  Him  above  we  gave, 
For  mercies  rendered 

By  Hubner  Farm. 

For  while  we  safely  reach  our  destination, 
Other  souls  have  winged  their  flight, 
Their  bodies  torn,  but  spirits  quite  unshaken, 
This  "very  peaceful  "  night. 
No  more  alarm. 

No  more  they'll  tread  the  narrow  boards 
While  we  are  spared. 
No  more  the  worry  of  this  life's  discords, 
They'll  not  be  shared 

At  Hubner  Farm. 

May  peace  soon  reign  and  strife  and  turmoil  cease. 
And  we  be  soon  disbanded  ; 
May  implements  of  war  both  grim  and  gory. 
Be  soon  unhanded, 

And  Hubner  calm  ! 
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•*A   Taltt    of    a    Tail-board." 

On  an  incident  which  really  happened  near  Regina 
Cross  about  26-2-18. 

Six  mules,  with  driver  and  a  G.S.  wag 
Homeward  their  carcasses  dragging, 
Were  spotted  by  a  handsome  lad, 
Whose  feet  hid  started  flagging. 

At  sight  of  them  his  spirits  rose, 
He  touched  the  tail-board  gladly  : 
Hung  on  to  it  with  all  his  might 
Tho'  the  mules  all  trotted  madly. 

The  time  went  on,  so  did  the  mules, 
He  hung  on  tight  behind. 
For  'tis  better  far  to  have  a  "  pull," 
Than  to  do  a  lonesome  "grind." 

When  suddently  a  shell  burst  near  ! 
The  lad  cried  out  "  Oh  lor  !  " 
They  left  the  tail-board  in  his  hands, 
And  galloped  on  afore. 

This  sudden  change  he  noticed  not 
Until  he  got  right  home. 
'Tis  funny  what  strange  things  we  do 
When  shells  around  do  roam. 

Since  then  he  "  MAY  "  have  been  asleep 
That's  just  as  most  things  go  ! 
But  it  will  not  be  forgotten 
Will  the  incident  by  "  JOE  !" 
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Parocfy    on    Dixia    I^andf 

{Written,  for  Rfm.  J.  G.,  February  isth,  1918.) 

Some  years  ago  I  used  to  have 
Lots  of  quite  good  things  to  eat. 
But  now  they're  gone — I  couldn't  save, 
And  my  hunger  is  complete. 
But  they  tell  me  I'll  soon  feel  better, 
For  they'll  give  me  something  new. 
Which  to  me  will  taste  like  heaven, 
And  its  name  is  "  Dixie  Stew." 

Chorus. 

Tliey  till  a  little  Dixie  from  some  tins. 

And  they'd  call  it  "  Connachie." 

Other  folks  would  empty  it  in  bins 

As  a  mass  of  mystery. 

They'd  add  some  soup  powders  as  well, 

'Twould  add  to  taste  as  well  as  smell. 

Nothing  was  forgotten — be  it  ever  so  rotten. 

Spuds  in  skins  into  the  mixture  fell. 

Then  they'd  dish  it  up  as  best  they  could. 

And  for  my  share  I'd  wait. 

And  because  I'm  clumsy  I  should  get 

More  on  my  lap  than  plate. 

The  spring  chickens  they  put  in  it  are  few. 

Although  the  rest  of  it  is  not  to  us  quite  new. 

In  fact  it's  nice — the  same  as  Paradise, 

And  they  call  it  "  Dixie  Stew." 
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The  dear  cooks,  greasy,  never  tell  me 
How  they  gain'd  the  mastery, 
And  they  get  ratty,  if  I  get  chatty, 
For  they  don't  Hke  chats  with  their  tea. 
But  they've  lived  so  long  with  cookers 
That  they  don't  like  telling  tales. 
And  I  don't  mind,  unless  I  find 
One  day  in  their  stew  some  snails. 

I  long  to  take  a  trip  to  Blighty, 

To  see  places  I  once  knew. 

Where  I  know  I  should  be  at  liberty 

To  refuse  this  said  Dixie  Stew. 

My  digestion  would  not  suffer  much. 

Of  that  I  am  quite  sure. 

And  my  dreams  would  never  be  troubled 

With  visions  of  the  "  Dixie  Stewer." 

At    "Ballc    Vuc" 

{On  the  early  morning  of  March  ^olh,  1918,  after 
returning  frODi  the  trenches,  eleven  men  of  ".4"  Coy 
were  killed  and  one  severely  injured  by  a  shell  which 
managed  to  get  a  direct  hit  on  their  "  shelter  !" 

Eleven  dead  men  and  just  one  other 

Sadly  maimed. 
Caused  by  a  shell  at  night, 

At  random  aimed. 
Eleven  souls  have  flown 

Far  from  this  strife  ! 
Perhaps  not  one  of  them 

Valued  his  life. 
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But  those  at  home — alas 

Will  hear  in  time 
Of  their  bereavement, 

And  Fritz's  crime  ! 
But  there  are  others,  who 

Should  take  some  blame. 
For  providing  shelters  which  but 

Keep  out  the  rain 

Tired  from  the  trenches 

They  were  "  resting." 
Weary — they  slept  like  logs, 

No  time  for  jesting  ! 
When  suddenly  an  awful  shriek, 

A  lurid  flash,  then  gloom 
And  eleven  brave  men  suddenly 

Met  their  doom. 

Perhaps  a  fate  as  this  may  be  reserved 

For  such  as  us, 
Though  to  stay  out  here  indefinitely 

Might  be  far  wuss  ! 
We'll  look  for  neither  of  these  fates 

While  here  we  roam, 
We'll  simply  long  and  wait  for 

Home,  Sweet  Home. 
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Franca — SKoll    Torn    Franca 

Tune  "  Home,  Sweet  Home:'     {Marlcs-Ies-Mines  is-4-i8) 

Mid  shell-holes  and  dug-outs, 

'Tis  fearful  how  we  roam, 

I  think  we've  stuck  it  well  !  don't  you  ? 

We  came  before  the  "  comb." 

Our  ranks  are  rather  mixed,  tho', 

There's  many  sorts  of  us, 

But  we  all  muck  in  quite  happily. 

And  do  not  care  a  cuss. 

Chorus 

France,  France,  shell-torn  France, 

I'm  sure  that  if  we  love  the  land, 

We  do  it  in  a  trance. 

No  matter  where  we  get  to. 

We  try  to  feel  at  ease. 

Although  it's  rather  hard  at  times 

Everyone  to  please  ! 

We  keep  on  blancoing  our  packs, 

The  webbing  we'll  demolish. 

Our  brasses  "  sometimes^'  shine  like  gold. 

Through  the  aid  of  metal  polish. 

'Tis  nice  to  think  that  after  all 

We  may  get  home  some  day. 

But  that's  if  shells,  and  bombs  and  gas. 

All  go  the  other  way. 

When  we  get  there  we'll  feel  quite  glad. 

We  trust  it  won't  be  long, 

And  I  hope  we'll  never  see  again 

The  blessed  "  Continong." 
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**  Our    Hast  " 

Bois   D'Olhain    2    a.  in.    16-^-18. 

We  leave  the  line — our  thoughts  intent  on  rest. 
The  words  that  pass  are  tinged  with  many  a  jest 

Of  danger  past. 
Towards  the  place  where  shells  but  seldom  reach, 
Where  bolts  remam  quite  silent  in  the  breach, 

Oh  !  Rest  at  last. 

Our  weary  forms  are  hardly  settled  down  at  ease, 
When  the  also  weary  Sergeant  cries  "Attention, 
Please." 

"  Two  hundred  other  Ranks  " 
At  four  next  morn  are  warned  to  be  set  working  !" 
No  need  to  moan,  no  need  to  do  much  shirking, 

No  need  of  thanks  ! 

At  the  hour  of  three  next  morn,  we  hear  the  "rouse" 
Also  the  gist  of  many  a  well-tongued  "grouse" 

From  war-worn  men. 
A  hurried  meal,  some  tea  and  hunks  of  bread. 
It  is'nt  what  you'd  call  a  meal,  nuff  said  ! 

It's  soon  gone — then — 

A  march  of  "  umpteen"  kilos,  along  a  dusty  road, 
We're  thankful  tho'  we  haven't  got  a  heavy  load 
To  weigh  us  down. 
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Our  rifles,  pouches  filled,  with  tin  hats  swinging  well, 
Because  we  go  within  the  reach  of  many  a  bursting 
shell, 
Please  don't  turn  roun'. 

Across  the  fields  till  at  last  we  reach  the  place 
Where  labours  start,  we  also  start,  to  say  our  grace 

But  mumble  low  ; 
For  if  our  thoughts  are  expressed  at  all  too  loud 
We  might  by  chance  be  mingling  with  the  crowd 

In  "clink  "  to  go. 

Into  a  trench  we  jump  and  dig  for  many  hours, 
Striving  with  might  and  main  to  overcome  the  powers 

Of  weariness. 
Smothered  with  mud — and  sticking  in  the  mire, 
The  lower  that  we  dig,  our  language  gets  much 
"  higher," 

We  scarcely  bless. 

A  break  for  lunch,  they  call  it  haversack  rations  ; 
When  we  come  home  we'll  start  some  funny  fashions 

For  meals  and  work, 
But  if  we're  called  at  three,  so  early  in  the  morn. 
Our  "knocker-up"  will  wish  he  never  had  been  born, 

'Tis  then  we'll  shirk, 
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For  after  months  of  trenches — out  and  in 
'Tis  only  right  that  we  should  then  begin 

To  think  of  ease. 
For  though  out  here  we  have  our  usual  "  rest  " 
With  other  Batts,  we  had  to  work  our  best 

But  got  no  "  Peace." 

"  Rest  for  the  weary"  (as  the  old  hymn  runs) 
Gets  distorted  within  the  sound  of  guns. 

They  leave  out   "  rest." 
We  get  the  "change"  which  perhaps  they  think  as 

good 
To  think  of  hoHdays  out  here,  they  never  would, 

'Tis  but  a  jest. 
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Office    Hour 

At  thirty  minutes  past  the    hour 
Of  noon   each  day  we  flit, 
While  C.  O.  and  the  Adjutant 
On  the  throne  of  judgment  sit. 

"  March  in  "  is  given  and  then  there  comes 
The  Sergeant  Major's  orders. 
In  come  accused,  old  and  young 
Accompanied  by  their  warders. 

No  need  is  there  to  doff  their  caps, 
Before  their  Judges  dreaded, 
Because  these  "  criminals  "  always  march 
On  to  their  doom  bareheaded. 

Number  5.0.4.0.3.0.2. 

Rifleman  Georgie  May, 

You're  accused  of  saucing  N.  C.  O's, 

What  have  you  to  say  ? 

The  guilty  party  then  admits 
That  he  was  wrong  for  once, 
The  sentence  then  will  cure  him 
For  munce  and  munce  and  munce  ! 

This  act  repeated  many  times, 
A  Con'frence  follows  after, 
Tis  solemn  alway  and  seldom  is 
The  cause  for  any  laughter. 
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Especially  to  the  O.  R.  Staff 
Who  to  ^'  clear  the  room  "  are  told, 
And  they  wait,  no  matter  what  the  time, 
Shiv'ring  in  the  cold. 

They  are  outside,  query  the  time. 
They  have  not  backed  a  winner, 
For  in  the  hut  their  canteens  are. 
In  which  they  get  their  dinner. 

At  last  the  officers  depart, 
We  on  our  Canteens  seize, 
For  after  "  office,"  so  they  say, 
Everything's  "  at  ease." 
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